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inal positions. Two motion pictures based on the assassination. Execu- 
tive Action and The Tviul of Lee Harvey Oswald , had shown audiences a 
care-less re-creation in another building, or an empty, barn-like sixth 
floor. 

1 felt like I was intruding on history. 

Staring wide-eyed at the arrangement of book cartons, I knew that 
whoe ver had positioned them had done so with considerable care. The 
boxes had been stacked so as to obscure the assassin from every angle 
within the building and outside. This had been premeditated murder. 

It was at that moment that I felt the last of my vague uncertainties 
drain away. Actually, I had solved the assassination for myself some 
months before, a solution detailed later in this book. But until tonight, 
I lacked the one thing that turns belief into a crusade: I lacked the 
conviction that I was right. That sense of purpose was provided by 
something I had created . . . not from some new piece of evidence I had 
found. The calm assurance came from the re-creation of the comer 
window on the sixth floor. That night marked the high point of my 
personal odyssey. 

Before taking a look at the investigations of President Kennedy's as- 
sassination and at the criticism of those inquiries, a brief review of the 
facts surrounding the crime is in order. Those of you who consider 
yourselves well-versed in assassination lore might wish to skip ahead 
to the next chapter. 

In November 1963, President Kennedy and his advisors planned 
a two-day, five-city tour of Texas. The purpose of the trip was to boost 
the President's chances for re-election. No Democrat had ever been 
elected President without Texas' electoral votes in his column. Kennedy 
also wanted to heal a rift in the state's Democratic party leadership. 
Some advisors had warned the President not to travel to Dallas, where 
his Urlted Nations ambassador, Adlai Stevenson, had been struck with 
a protest sign some weeks before. Nonetheless, the Dallas trip became 
a part of the Presidential agenda. 

Secret Service agents, Winston Lawson and Forrest Sorrels, de- 
cided on the route for the 45-minute Presidential motorcade. President 
Kennedy was to speak at a luncheon to be held in the Dallas Trade Mart, 
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southeast corner area, and had instead moved boxes of books from 
other, more central floor areas out into the fringes of the sixth floor 
storage space. Thus, many of the boxes the assassin stacked for his 
shield might well have been in place or nearly placed, and thus required 
little or no effort on the part of the gunman. I believe that the assassin 
built the shield sometime during the early morning hours on the day of 
the assassination. Likely, the shield served as a place of concealment for 
his rifle until the gunman occupied it during the noon hour. 

The boxes themselves, weighing little more than fifty pounds each, 
would have been easily moved by someone of average strength.^ 
The shield itself had three basic components: First, a stack of 
cartons running parallel to the east window of the southeast corner, 
presumably, to guard against spectators in the Dal-Tex building across 
the street looking into the corner and seeing the assassin; second, a 
multi-stack arrangement that effectively screened the area from others 
working on the sixth floor, and third, the shield itself which served as 
a backdrop for the assassin and faced the southern wall of the building. 
These, then, were the boxes photographed by press photographers and 
spectators just before and immediately after the shots were fired. As is 
evident from our reconstruction, the assassin had carefully arranged 
the cartons to cover all angles by which he might be detected. 

I believe that, after firing the shots, the gunman walked out of the 
shield by turning to his right and continuing along the eastern wall of 
the Depository for a few yards, then turning left and heading diagonally 
across the floor. I am about the same height and weight as Lee Harvey 
Oswald, and I had no difficulty in exiting the sniper's nest in this 
manner. «- ^ ‘ 

Ms. Meagher, however, claims that entering and exiting the shield 
of cartons would have required additional time and would have meant 
that the assassin would have disturbed the arrangement of cartons on 
his way out of the area. 10 

Ms. Meagher's assertion is incorrect. Rick and I placed those 

cartons within a half-inch of their original position. Marks on the old 

wooden floor, covered by plywood a few days after the assassination, 

were again visible when we removed the plywood to prepare the 

exhibit. u lurf 2 £*. Jf /t-ii 

Uri-iL. 
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Author Jim Moore in the sniper's 
perch. Reconstructing the corner 
window was the high point of his 
23-year obsession with the Kennedy 
assassination. Compare the 
arrangement of boxes to the photo 
below, taken immediately after the 
assassination in 1963. 



"I am cynical of the men that run gov- 
ernment. disbelieving of their actions,'' 

And does he wonder sometimes if his 
life is too serious, not enough play and too 
And Moore has tried to follow the many plots? 
wools and warps of his world. "1 like to think I am serious," he said. 

It has been a world of obsessions. ca n t see that I'm missing too much in 

Moore spent three years of his life being serious. Maybe someday I'll look 
trying to learn everything he could about back and be sorry, but I don't think so." 
Baron Manfred von Richthofen, the Moore's conspiracy theories— whether 
World War I German flying ace. lie took they are given any credence or not— are 
a year or so on Harry Houdini. the escape frightening to grow up with, 
artist and magician. "My father told me that one of these 

"I've always been interested In odd guys ( the visitors that come to interview 
things." Moore said. Moore) will knock on the door with a 

But his interest in the Kennedy assassf- shotgun someday." Moore said, 
nation is no passing fancy. Moore has nut. at least for a moment. Moore 
chewed and digested books and sm j|ed. 

pamphlets detailing the various theories "| don't believe anyone is going to 
of conspiracy. He has studied ballistics drive this far to shoot me." he said, 
reports, examined handwriting samples Hclivesinanisolatedspotattheendof 



By BILL HUSTED 
Democrat Staff Writer 

KNOXVILLE — James Moore is 17 
years old. a child of the times. 

What a time. What a child. 

Moore plans to be president of the 
United States someday. Moore's timet- 
able is so definite that he must skip his 
senior year in high school and graduate 
from college in an election year. 

Before ne lakes that on. he wants to 
find out who killed President John F. 
Kennedy. He intends to prove that Lee 
Harvey Oswald didn't do it by himself. To 
that end. Moore has traveled to Dallas 
three limes to interview eyewitnesses to 
the killing. 

What kind of nut is this? 

"I guess you could say I’m a conspir- 
acy nut." Moore said. "When I hear 
about something. I start thinking that 
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An interview with seventeen-year-old Moore in the Arkansas Democrat, July 26, 1976, details the early 
development of his "obsession." 



Why stall around in high school? 



Moore, an A and B student at nearly 
Lamar High School in Johnson County, is 
no kind of nut. He. like all of us. is a 
product of the times. 

The year he was born, a man named 
Fidel Castro was seizing power in Cuba. 
When Moore was 4. Kennedy was killed. 
Neii Armstrong was setting foot on' the 
moon the year Moore turned 10. Presi- 
dent Richard Nixon became the first 
president to resign in Moore's 15th year. 



of purpose— unusually grim, amazingly 
serious, (ora 17-year-old. 

"It's important to me because, if we 
can prove that the government has lied to 
us. then we can assume there have been 
other incidents of deceit that have yet to 
be uncovered." Moore said. "I have 
become quite cynical of everything the 
government has done." 

Cynicism comes easily, even natu- 
rally. for Moore. 



His interest in politics seems a hopeful 
sign in a young man who believes govern- 
ment cannot be believed. It is the people 
who are in office that he distrusts, not the 
system. 

Moore sounded like a politican when he 
talked of his plans. 

"I want to go as high as I can go." he 
said, and then immediately seemed to 
regret his words. "People think you are 



an egotist if you say you want to be presl- 

"I want to start In local politics and 
gradually work up.” 

So he is trying to enter Arkansas 
Polytechnic College at Russellville this 
fall. 

"I can't see any use of waiting around 
for my senior year in high school," he 
.said. "I want to gel started.” 
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